SAFE CUSTODY
might not be willing to sell. But Harris was. More.
Knowing him for an impostor, they had now a hold
upon Harris such as they never could have upon
John Ferrers himself. So Harris must be supported,
confirmed in his seat—until the moment arrived to
cast him out.
Perjury, blackmail, receiving stolen goods . . .
It occurred to me that Augustus was not the only
Haydn that promised to compare with the Vicar
whom, according to Gibbon, to remember was to
condemn.
Yet even I could see what the fox had missed.
He himself had inducted Harris, declared him to be
John Ferrers, established him Hohenems' lord. What
was that going to cost him ? What would be the price
of the abdication of the king he had made ?
So far as I could see, until the secret was won, our
home was like to be the subject of a forced and bittet
alliance between our two deadly foes, while we were
held at arm's length by the law of the land, upon
which, the moment we moved, the House of Haydn
was perfectly certain to call.
This miserable expectation was almost immediately
displaced by a frantic determination to play what
cards we held without another instant's delay. It
was in our power to take two valuable tricks. Harris
himself was at our mercy, and the servants were fast
asleep. What we should do when Harris and Punter
were our prisoners, I could not pretend to say. I
could only see that here in our hands was a chance
which never would come again. If only I could speak
with Hubert, who was far better placed than I.
Beneath this cursed sofa . . .
" Oh, I say/' said Punter, brightly, as though the
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